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Samples of additions to ANASTASIA:
Page 10:
1. Olga’s Secret – Livadia, Crimea - 1911
Every year, from winter to spring to summer to fall, our family—the seven of
us—moved from one palace to another, traveling either on the imperial train or on the
imperial yacht. It does seem odd now, looking back, that I have no accurate idea of how
many Romanov palaces there were. A dozen? Several dozen? Too many, our enemies
would claim. But our main residence, the one we always went home to, was Alexander
Palace in Tsarskoe Selo, the small, quiet “Tsar’s Village” a half-hour’s journey from
Russia’s capital city, St. Petersburg. But no matter where we were, we followed more or
less the same routine. Papa had meetings with government officials and members of the
court, my sisters and my brother and I had lessons with our tutors, and Mama had her
friends.
The autumn of 1911 was different, because it was our first visit to the new palace
at Livadia, our estate in Crimea on the Black Sea. The old palace where our grandfather,
Tsar Alexander, died, long before we were born, had been torn down and a new one built,
according to my parents’ wishes. We adored this new one, much more than any of the
other palaces that had belonged to generations of Romanovs. Nearly every day we went
for a hike along mountain paths or took an excursion in one of Papa’s motorcars. He kept
several French vehicles in the imperial garage, and I loved riding in the big open
Delaunay Belleville with the wind in my face.
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Page 13:
A second train that looked exactly like the first, dark blue cars with the doubleeagled Romanov crest embossed in gold on the sides, traveled either ahead of us or
behind us. It was actually a dummy train. A revolutionary or an anarchist planning to
throw a bomb would not know on which train the tsar was traveling. I had no idea then
what a revolutionary or an anarchist was, but I did understand there were men who hated
my father because he was the tsar, and might cause something terrible to happen to him,
just as they had blown up Papa’s poor Uncle Sergei a few years earlier. What I did not
understand then was why they hated Sergei enough to kill him. I simply could not fathom
why all of us had to be guarded wherever we went—four girls and a little boy who had
nothing to do with the government. And how could anyone possibly hate Papa, the
kindest man in the world?
No one could answer any of those questions to my satisfaction.

Page 20:
Dear old baggy-eyed Pyotr Vasileyevich Petrov, our Russian tutor, also attempted
to instill in us some knowledge of geography. He had mounted a large map of the world
on the wall of our schoolroom. “First, Your Imperial Highnesses, let us look at the
Russian Empire,” he announced at the beginning of each day’s lesson, taking up his
pointer. It made me laugh when he called us by our formal titles, since he saw us every
day and we had known him for most of our lives, but Pyotr Vasileyevich was a
traditionalist, and traditionalists don’t change. He swept his pointer from west to east,
from central Europe to the Pacific Ocean--“Fifty-four hundred miles! More than eight
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thousand versts!”—and then from north to south. “The tsar’s mighty empire covers onesixth of the land surface of the world!”
It was, I thought, truly impressive: Russia was much bigger than all the countries
of Europe put together, bigger than China, bigger than the United States. Our papa was
the tsar, ruler of over one hundred seventy million people, and the most powerful man in
the world.
After that stirring introduction Petrov droned on interminably about mountain
ranges and river systems and natural resources, and the many different nationalities living
within Russia’s distant borders. Olga took a particular interest in geography, although I
could not understand why. I yawned and sketched flowers in the margins of my
copybook. Only when the lessons were in art, dancing, and music did I truly apply
myself.

Page 39:
“I hate being followed around,” I grumbled. “Now everybody recognizes us.
Wouldn’t it be nice just to wander where we please without anyone knowing who we
are?”
“Being followed around is part of what it means to be a daughter of the Tsar,”
Tatiana said. “You should be used to it by now.”
“I’ll never get used to it,” I said glumly. “And I don’t see why we need protection.
Why would anyone bother to shoot us?” I thought of poor Uncle Sergei.
“Not shoot us, but kidnap us and hold us for ransom,” Tatiana said, “or to force
Papa to do something—release prisoners or some such.”
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Now that was an interesting idea. How much ransom would they demand for me?
How many prisoners’ lives was I worth?

Page 117:
Pyotr Petrov tried to explain the alliances to my sisters and me. Russia was on
Serbia’s side. Austria and Germany were on the other side. Some countries were neutral.
It was hard to keep them straight. The Austrians believed the Serbian government was
really responsible for the murders, not just some crazed revolutionary, and sent an
ultimatum to Sarajevo. But Emperor Franz Josef didn’t wait for a response. Austria
declared war on Serbia. Papa sent orders to his generals, ordering Russian troops to help
the Serbians if Austria attacked them.
Adding to all the tension, the President of France, Monsieur Poincaré, arrived by
ship for an official visit that must have been planned much earlier. For four days Papa
and Mama went through the motions of the usual ceremonies, speeches, and dinners for
all those gloomy Frenchmen with long faces. Probably all they talked about was which
country was going to war against which other country. Except for an appearance at a
reception Marie and I were not involved in any of the events, but Olga and Tatiana were
forced to sit through a long, tedious dinner. Mama looked very beautiful in a low brocade
gown and a diamond tiara, but Olga told us later that she was afraid Mama was going to
faint before it ended. When the French delegation finally bid Adieu and sailed away,
Mama was exhausted and relieved and Papa looked tired and worried, with huge bags
under his eyes.

